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against my own. It was only rny own little girl. And 1
said to her: Mdya", do you know what the moon has been
telling me about you ? She says that you are a little idol,
and a great humbug, and that you taste nasty and salt.

The child turned her face sharply round, without lifting
it from mine, to see the moon, filling my eyes with her
hair. So she lay, caressing my ear with her fairy ringers,
sympt 3m of profound meditation. And then she said:
I do taste salt, when I have been crying. But how did
the moon know ? And why have I got salt water in me ?
Is it because I swallowed so much, when we bathed in
the sea?

And I said: No, you didn't swallow enough, then. But
long ago, once upon a time, you were a water baby, and
so was the moon.

And I glanced, through the unceremonious hair, at Her
Serene Highness; and I said softly: Mystic Lady, I know
not which to call the true lunatics, the ancients who wor-
shipped you, or the moderns, who do not. But you may
count me, if you like, a believer and a worshipper, for
the sake of this new young Isis or Aphrodite, this little
Daughter of the Brine, upon my heart.